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Betwixt our Tuscan trees that spring
As vital flames into the blue,

And dull round blots of foliage meant.
Like saturated sponges here,

To suck the fogs up.    As content
Is he too in this land, 't is clear.

And still they sing, the nightingales.

VIII.

My native Florence ! dear, forgone !

I see across the Alpine ridge
How the last feast-day of Saint John

Shot rockets from Carraia bridge.
The luminous city, tall with fire,

Trod deep down in that river of ours,
While many a boat with lamp and choir

Skimmed birdlike over glittering towers.
I will not hear these nightingales,

IX.

I seem to float, we seem to float

Down Arno's stream in festive guise,

A boat strikes flame into our boat,
And up that lady seems to rise

As then she rose.   The shock had flashed
A vision on us!   What a head,